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THE FAR DISTANT MOUNTAINS
"I believe I'll just wait here until Mr. Cain wakes," Vanadium said. "I've nothing more pressing to do.".By ones and twos, the festive crowd
eventually deconstructed, but for Celestina, an excitement lingered in the usual gallery hush that rebuilt in their wake.."I was raised to understand
it," said Celestina, and when she looked across the room, she saw that her words had moved her mother..He was, in fact, a first-rate driver, with an
impeccable record at the age of thirty: no traffic citations, no accidents.."All right," Celestina said, "yes, of course." She could see no harm in
humoring Phimie. "Angel. Angel White. Now, you calm down, you relax, don't stress yourself.".The cop had unzipped the top of her jogging suit
and pulled up the roomy T-shirt.Although their apartments were above the garage, back to back, each was served by a separate exterior staircase.
As often as either man entered the other's domain, they might as well have lived hundreds of miles apart..Harrison was a Baptist, Vanadium a
Catholic, and although they approached the same faith from different angles, they weren't coming to it from different planets, which was the feeling
Vanadium had been left with following their conversation. It was true that Enoch Cain could never be brought successfully to trial for the rape of
Phimie, subsequent to her death and in the absence of her testimony. And it was also uncomfortably true that exploring the possibility that Cain
was the rapist would tear open the wounds in the hearts of everyone in the White family, to no useful effect. Nevertheless, to rely on divine justice
alone seemed naive, if not morally questionable.."AND I DRINK CHAMPAGNE ALL DAY," said Miss Cheese, pronouncing it
"cham-pay-non.".In his mind's eye, he saw the answering machine with uncanny clarity. That curious gadget. Sitting atop the scarred pine
desk..Celestina almost begged off, almost told him that she had no interest in whatever curiosity of medicine or physiology he might have
witnessed. The only miracle that would have mattered, Phimie's survival, had not been granted..So quick, this violence, over even as it began.
Because he had no interest in aftermath, however, Junior suffered no disappointment at the briefness of the thrill. The past was past, and as he
closed the front door and stepped around the body, he focused on the future..Angel, as if in God's own hands, stared with round-eyed wonder at the
physician..Happiness could grow out of unspeakable tragedy with such vigor that it produced dazzling blooms and lush green bracts. This insight
served, for Celestina, as a primary inspiration for her painting and as proof of the grace granted in this world that we might perceive and be
sustained by the promise of an ultimate joy to come..These Spartan arrangements were good enough for Vanadium. He had arrived from Oregon
the previous night with three suitcases full of his clothes and personal effects. He expected that his unique combination of detective work and
psychological warfare would enable him to entrap Cain in a month, before these accommodations began to feel too austere even for one to whom
anything fancier than a monk's cell could seem baroque..THE SANDMAN WAS powerless to cast a spell of sleep while Junior spent the night
flushing away enough water to drain a reservoir..Nolly's gums were in great shape, too: firm, pink, no sign of recession, snug to the neck of each
tooth..Suddenly so many of Zedd's greatest maxims seemed to conflict with one another, when previously they had together formed a reliable
philosophy and guide to success..He'd acted boldly, recklessly, without scoping the territory to be sure Prosser was alone. The accountant lived by
himself, but a visitor might be present..One of the gifts of power is to know power. Wizard knows wizard, unless the concealment is very skillful.
And the boy had no skills at all except in boat-building, of which he was a promising scholar by the age of twelve. About that time the midwife
who had helped his mother at his birth came by and said to his parents, "Let Otter come to me in the evenings after work. He should learn the songs
and be prepared for his naming day.".Her awful sense of weightlessness became something much better: buoyancy, an exhilarating lightness of
spirit. Fear remained with her-fear for Barty, fear of the future and of the strange complexity of Creation that she'd just glimpsed-but wonder and
wild hope now tempered it..By the time he put his suitcase and three boxes of books--the collected works of Zedd and selections from the
Book-of-the-Month Club-in the Suburban, Junior had rushed twice more to the bathroom. His legs were shaky, and he felt hollow, frail, as if he'd
lost more than was apparent, as if the essential substance of himself was gone..Using the straight edge of a ruler to guide his eye down each
column, Junior searched for Bartholomew, ignoring surnames. He had already checked to see if anyone in the county had Bartholomew for a last
name; no one in this directory did..They came to her, picked up the luggage that she had put down, and Edom said, "I'll drive.".Drawn by voices on
the second floor, Tom took the stairs two at a time. A man and a boy. Barty and Cain. To the left in the hallway, and then to a room on the
right..Again, he cast his line of memory into murky waters nearly four years in the past, to the night of passion that he had shared with Seraphim in
the parsonage. As before, he could recall nothing she'd said, only the exquisite look of her, the nubile perfection of her body..For a driver who had
just engaged in a demolition derby with a house, the mummified man was steady on his feet and unhesitant in his actions. He turned to Harrison
White and shot him twice in the chest..Agnes had believed that through this ordeal, she'd largely spared her child from an awareness of the awful
depth of her misery. In this, however, as in so many other instances, the boy proved to be more perceptive and more mature than she'd realized.
Now she felt that she had failed him, and this failure ached like a wound..Taking her silence for assent, Tom continued: "Your father is gone from
here, gone forever, but he still lives in other worlds. This isn't a statement of faith alone. If Albert Einstein were still alive and standing here, he'd
tell you that it's true. Your father is with you in many places, and so is Phimie. In many places, she didn't die in childbirth. In some worlds, she was
never raped, her life never blighted. But there's an irony in that, isn't there? Because in those worlds, Angel doesn't exist-yet Angel is a miracle and
a blessing." He looked up from the city to the woman. "So when you're lying in bed tonight, kept awake by grief, don't think just about what you've
lost with your father and Phimie. Think about what you have in this world that you've never known in some others-Angel. Whether God's a
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Catholic, a Baptist, a Jew, a Muslim, or a quantum mechanic, He gives us compensation for our pain, compensation right here in this world, not
just in those parallel to it and not just in some afterlife. Always compensation for the pain ... if we recognize it when we see it.".The
sound-suppressor didn't render the pistol entirely silent, but the three soft reports, each like a quiet cough muffled by a hand, wouldn't have carried
beyond the hallway..Barty paced off the downstairs hallway to the kitchen, thinking about Dr. Jekyll and the hideous Mr. Hyde..Although, by
unspoken agreement, they avoided any talk of loss and death, the mood remained grim. Angel sat in thoughtful silence, pushing her food around
her plate rather than eating it. Her demeanor intrigued Tom, and he noticed that it worried her mother, who put a different interpretation on it than
he did..Reverend White's murder received significant coverage throughout the nation, especially in West Coast papers, because of its perceived
racial motivation and because it involved the burning of a parsonage..No time for horror, disgust. Every second mattered now, and every minute
might cost another life..The funeral director and his assistant were the only people, other than Junior, remaining at the grave. They asked if they
might lower the casket or if he would rather that they wait until he was gone..With one tiny hand, Barty reached up for his mother. She gave him
her forefinger, to which the sugar-bag boy clung tenaciously..I know what you're thinking," her mother said, reaching across the table and placing
one hand over Celestina's. "I know how useless you feel, how helpless, how small, but you must remember this . . ..Because Harrison, with the best
of intentions, had not wanted to open wounds, Cain could walk up to Celestina anywhere, anytime, and she wouldn't know that he might have been
her sister's rapist. To her, his face was that of any stranger..To be useful, anger must be channeled, as Zedd explains with unusually poetic prose in
The Beauty of Rage: Channel Your Anger and Be a Winner Junior's current predicament would only get worse if he had to telephone Roto-Rooter
to extract a musician from the plumbing..Through the remainder of his dinner, he was entirely future focused, the past put safely out of mind. Until
....Junior took two steps toward him, sighting the gun on his face. "Why should I be afraid of a stumbling blind boy no bigger than a midget?"."By
law, adoption records are sealed and so closely guarded that you'd have an easier time acquiring a complete roster of the CIA's deep cover agents
worldwide than finding this one baby.".Although Paul had seen Tom Vanadium's clever coin trick, he didn't understand the rest of their
conversation, and he assumed that for everyone else-except Angel's mother-it was equally impenetrable. But taking their clue from the risen
Celestina, all those present had fallen silent..Extending his hand, watching the pianist closely, Junior said, "My name's Richard Gammoner.".He
closed his eyes to know the kitchen as Barty knew it. The fine aromas, the musical clink of spoons, the tinny rattle of pans, the liquid swish of a
stirring whisk, the heat from the ovens, the women's voices: Gradually, denying himself sight, he was aware of his other senses
sharpening..Celestina hadn't noticed the infant being taken away. She had wanted to see it once more, even though she was sickened by the sight of
it..The shriek of the sirens groaned into silence. The police must have pulled to the curb in the street.."Did he say I'd met him?" Jacob asked,
squinting past Edom toward the bright sunlight at the open door..THOUGH OTHERS MIGHT see magic in the world, Edom was enthralled only
by mechanism: the great destructive machine of nature grinding everything to dust. Yet wonder suddenly bloomed in him at the sight of the ace
bearing his nephew's name..She stepped on a broken-off chair leg, lost her balance, and fell backward into the side of the bed..Her shaking
threatened her composure. She was Barty's mother and father, his only rock, and she must always be strong for him. She clenched her teeth and
tensed her body and gradually quieted the tremors by an act of will.."The exquisite kind," he replied, glad that he had read so many books on the art
of seduction and therefore knew precisely the right thing to say..In a magazine article about the hero, passing mention was made of a restaurant
where occasionally the great man ate breakfast..White as a Viking winter, these magnificent choppers, and as straight as the kernel rows in the corn
on Odin's high table. Superb occlusal surfaces. Exquisite incisor ledges. Bicuspids of textbook formation nestled in perfect alignment between
molars and canines..Rising from the chair and approaching the bed, the detective kept turning the quarter without hesitation. "She was a very sweet
girl. Very romantic. Her diary's full of rhapsodies about married life, about you. She thought you were the finest man she'd ever known and the
perfect husband.".With his mother, his uncles, and Maria hovering just two steps behind, Barty followed the driveway, not bothering with the cane,
keeping his right foot on the concrete, his left foot on the grass, until he came to a jog in the pavement, which apparently he'd been seeking. He
stopped, facing due north, considered for a moment, and then pointed due west: "The oak tree's over there.".After a while, a voice broke the
vacuum-perfect silence. Bob Chicane. His instructor..She leaned against the apartment door for a long moment, holding on to the doorknob and to
the thumb-turn of the second deadbolt, as though she were convinced that if she let go, she would float off the floor like a cloud-stuffed
child.."Maybe he's a character I saw in a movie or read in a novel. I'm a member of the Book-of-the-Month Club. I'm always reading one thing or
another. I don't remember a character named B-Bartholomew, but maybe I read the book years ago.".Renee Vivi spoke with a silken southern
accent. Vivacious without being cloyingly coquettish, well-educated and well-read but never pretentious, direct in her conversation without
seeming either bold or opinionated, she was charming company.."This is going to be an enormous settlement," the attorney promised. "And there's
more good news. County and state authorities have agreed to close the case on Naomi's death. It's now officially an accident.".Twilight, nearly
gone and purple in the west, inspired a bright violet line along the crest of an incoming bank of bay fog, as though the mist were shot through with
a luminous vein of neon, transforming the entire sparkling city into a stylish cabaret just now opening for business. The night, soft as a woman
come to dance, carried a steely blade of cold in its black-silk skirts..After a surgeon had lanced fifty-four boils and cut the cores from the thirty-one
most intractable (shaving the patient's head to get at the twelve that were festering on his scalp), and after three days of hospitalization to guard
against staphylococcus infection, and after he had been turned back into the world as bald as Daddy Warbucks and with the promise of permanent
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scarring, Junior visited the Reno library to catch up with current events..Although she had slept well and though her hemorrhaging had been
successfully arrested, Agnes was too weak to manage breakfast alone. A simple spoon was as heavy and as unwieldy as a shovel..Turning in
circles, he tipped his head back, presenting his face to the streaming sky, laughing..He felt some guilt at this-but only a little. His sister had done
much for him; but jobless, ruled by his obsessions, hobbled by too much of his father's dour nature, there wasn't a lot that he could do for her. Just
this benign deceit with the cards..During the night, he had awakened, seen her in the chair, and covered her with a blanket..Following a month of
recuperation and postoperative medical care, Junior was able to return to his twice-a-week classes in art appreciation. He resumed, as well, his
almost daily strolls through the city's better galleries and fine museums.."It's been a tough few years," he said. "Losing her ... and then getting out
of Nam alive.".The sign promised topless dancers. Although Junior had been in San Francisco for over a week, he had not yet sampled this
avant-garde art form..He drove his yellow-and-white 1955 Ford Country Squire station wagon. He'd bought the car with some of the last money he
earned in the years when he had been able to hold a job, before his ... problem..He stood watching until the car cruised out of sight, and even after it
dwindled to a speck and vanished in the distance, he stared at the point in the street where it had last been, stared while a breeze turned playful,
tossing eucalyptus leaves around his feet, stared until at last he turned and began the long walk home..For a moment, Junior was mystified.
Vanadium's movements had the quality of ritual, vaguely reminiscent of a priest raising high the Eucharist..Lipscomb turned to Celestina. "Before
lapsing into semicoherence again, your sister said, 'Beezil and Feezil are safe with her,' which may sound less than coherent to you, but not to
me.".From the comer armchair, as if he could see so well in the dark that he knew Junior's eyes were open, Detective Thomas Vanadium said, "Did
you hear my entire conversation with Dr. Parkhurst?".Maria said, "It is ... the only thing ... I can do for him now, for you. I be nobody, not.Yet for
all his love of reading and of music, events suggested that for mathematics he had a still greater aptitude..That evening, he was filled with a greater
sense of adventure than he'd felt since arriving in the city from Oregon. Consequently, he treated himself to three glasses of a superb Bordeaux and
a filet mignon in the same elegant hotel lounge where he had dined on his first night in San Francisco, almost three years earlier..At the end of the
famous sermon, Celestina's father had wished to all well-meaning people that into their lives should fall a rain of benign effects from the kind and
selfless actions of countless Bartholomews whom they would never meet. And he assures those who are selfish or envious or lacking in
compassion, or who in fact commit acts of great evil, that their deeds will return to them, magnified beyond imagining, for they are at war with the
purpose of life. If the spirit of Bartholomew cannot enter their hearts and change them, then it will find them and mete out the terrible judgment
they deserve..Agnes Lampion would enthrall them, for hers was a life of clear significance. That they seemed equally interested in Paul's story,
however, surprised him. Perhaps they were merely being kind, and yet with apparent fascination, they drew out of him so many details of his long
walks, of the places he had been and the reasons why, of his life with Perri..Busily, earnestly, with great satisfaction, Junior redirected his anger at
Celestina and at the man with her. These two were, after all, guardians of the true Bartholomew, and therefore Junior's enemies..I Junior didn't
believe in ghosts, anyway. He believed in flesh and bone, stone and mortar, money and power, himself and the future..The head of the hospital bed
was elevated, and Perri lay on her back. Her eyes-were closed..The moonlight had faded and the gentle waves had ebbed out of his mind's eye. He
concentrated, trying to force the phantom sea to flow back into view, but this was one of those rare occasions when a Zedd technique failed
him''.She felt that she had failed her sister. She didn't know what more she could have done, but if she'd been wiser and more insightful and more
attentive, surely this terrible loss would not have come to pass..Besides, he wasn't on the Greenbaum Gallery customer list and didn't have an
invitation..Magusson's idea of a laugh. "And they didn't even bother to post a warning. In fact, that sign was still up, inviting hikers to enjoy the
view from the observation deck.".He did wonder why he had chosen this night of all nights to become even a more fearless adventurer, rather than
a month ago or a month hence. Instinct told him that he'd felt the need to test himself, that a crisis was fast approaching, and that to be ready for it,
he must be confident that he could do what had to be done when the crunch came. Slipping into sleep, Junior suspected that Prosser might have
been less lark than preparation..Angel was adamant: "Nope. I could learn that. Like dressing myself and saying thank-you.".The boy's silvery
giggles rang as merrily as sleigh bells, his Christmas spirit undampened. "Not between, Mommy. Nobody could do that. I just ran where the rain
wasn't."."But I've never seen a case like this. Usually, boils appear on the back of the neck. And in moist areas like the armpits and the groin. Not
so often on the face. And never in a quantity like this. Really, I've never seen anything like it.".While waiting for inspiration to present him with a
better strategy, Junior returned to the telephone book in search of the right Bartholomew. Not the directory for Spruce Hills and the surrounding
county, but the one for San Francisco.."I wouldn't just whack anyone, not even a worm bucket like Cain, any more than I would commit suicide.
Remember, I believe in eternal consequences.".Junior drove them a little crazy by pretending not to understand their intent as they circled the issue
like novice snake handlers warily looking for a safe grip on a coiled cobra..With the stocky detective looming, Junior wasn't able to stroke his
imagination into an erotic mood. In his mind's eye, Victoria's ample bosom remained concealed behind a starched white uniform..At first all had
gone well. Agnes, Maria, and Edom were rightly amazed. A thrill of wonder and big smiles all around the table. They were enthralled by the
astoundingly favorable fall of cards, a breathtaking mathematical improbability..Her metal hands were still crossed defensively over her breasts.
The artist had welded large hexagonal nuts to her rake-tine fingers to suggest knuckles, and balanced on one nut was a fourth quarter.."Getting her
into her shoes and coat sooner than Monday required a bribe," Wally said..murdered would be discounted. And if every death was suspicious to
him, then he would quickly lose interest in Junior and move on to a new enthusiasm, harassing some other poor devil.."Frequently, symptoms
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appear early enough that radiation therapy in one or both eyes has a chance to succeed. Sometimes strabismus-in which one eye diverges from the
other, either inward toward the nose or outward toward the temple-can be an early sign, though more often we're alerted when the patient reports
problems with vision.".Wild exhilaration burst through him like pyrotechnics blazing in a night sky, reminiscent of the rush of excitement that
followed his bold action on the fire tower. Happily, Junior had no emotional connection to Prosser, as he'd had to beloved Naomi; therefore, the
purity of his."Yes, you did, and it's exactly what experience has no doubt taught you to think. But I'm forty-seven and you're twenty-".He sprang to
his feet, or maybe only staggered up, depending on whether his image of himself right now was pulp or real, and surveyed the scene, looking for
the bandaged man. A few neighbors crossed the lawn toward Grace, and others approached along the street. But the killer was gone..As terrible as
the situation was for Barty, Agnes knew that it was equally difficult for Paul. She could only hold him in the night, and let herself be held. And
more than once, she told him, "If worse comes to worst, don't you go walking again.".For a while, Celestina had worried that the girl was slower to
walk than other children, slower to talk, and slower to develop her vocabulary, even though Celestina read aloud to her from storybooks every day.
Then, during the past six months, Angel had caught up in a rush though she traveled a road somewhat different from what the childrearing books
described. Her first word was mama, which was fairly standard, but her second was blue, which for a while came out "boo." At three, an average
child would be doing exceptionally well to identify four colors; Angel could name eleven, including black and white, because she was able
routinely to differentiate pink from red, and purple from blue..Copyright (c) 2001 by Ursula K. Le Guin All rights reserved. No part of this
publication may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopy, recording, or any
information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher..All day, for reasons he couldn't quite put into words,
Junior had carried that quarter in a pocket of his bathrobe. From time to time, he had taken it out to examine it..The phone rang at 3:20 in the
afternoon, just after he switched off the radio in disgust. Sitting in the breakfast nook, the Oakland telephone directory open in front of him, he
almost said, Find the father, kill the son, instead of, "Hello.".Perhaps his sister intuited what Edom was about to say, because she didn't let him get
started..CLOUDS SWARMED THE late-afternoon sun, and the Oregon sky grew sapphire where still revealed. Cops gathered like bright-eyed
crows in the lengthening shadow of the fire tower.
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